ymr 

he 

pro.  C 
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j  j  I  **  Come,  I’ll  question  you 

1  the'  t  “'Of  my  lord’s  tricks r 
lecu-^  IT  is  the  gratification  of  little 
forto-»']inds  to  detect  foibles.  I'liey 
?  not  comprehension  enough  to 

tlie  whole  of  a  character, 
^rhey  cannot  extend  their  sphere  of 
I  Mrv Vision  to  embrace  it  all  at  a  glance, 
:.a?ed^:id  are  therefore  obliged  to  fix  np- 
:d  her  ||  n  some  spot  on  its  surface.  There 
certain  objects  that  can  be  view- 
only  through  microscopes,  and 
»  clghfH’ microscopes  only  can  magnify. 
\h(>u|j  btill,  however,  philosophy  will 
riageijot  complain,  that  minds  are  fra- 
chant.«n,^d  of  such  narrow  dimensions. 

is  her  business  to  make  the  best 
^‘*^*^wnprovemcnt  of  things,  as  she  finds 
constituted  in  nature,  and  by 
them,  to  discover 
r  Ha!' Jie  design  of  nature  in  bringing 
S  vuljBitrn  into  being,  or  in  suffering 
thor  twicm  to  exist.  Poisons  are  the 
■iedicines  of  life.  Every  tinner 

eutioriK^  .  ,  ,  ' 

\  mcr  lf  inexperience  would  pronounce 
le  is  found  necessary  to  the  pro- 

^nction  of  good  ;  and  sometimes  to 
genpr.^ie  preservation  of  the  very  good 
h  ft**  seemed  formed  to  destroy.  Not 
hardship  exists,  which  is  not  im- 
it.  ^  corrective  ;  not  a  check, 

I  fcv.  ‘s  not  necessary  to  produce 

ys,  balances  in  the  constitution  of 

Jature.  The  watch,  which  the  In¬ 


a  me* 
It.  Gep; 


significant  keep  upon  character,  is 
a  restriction  in  fitvor  of  virtue.  It 
tends  only  to  produce  the  bondage, 
which  to  the  good  man  is  perfect 
freedom.  The  eye,  that  is  out  on 
the  search  for  blemishes,  turns  aw’ay 
when  it  finds  none.  Men  of  sense 
have  then  another  inducement  to 
keep  their  characters  without  spot, 
that  they  may  thus  afford  no  resting 
place  for  the  eye  of  folly. 

This  vigilance,  however,  is  more 
[  particularly  directed  to  the  charac- 
I  ters  of  distinguished  men.  Here 
i  the  detection  of  faults  or  of  fol- 
'  lies  by  those  who  dnidge  iri  the 
I  work,  is  usually  attended  with  a 
swell  of  the  heart,  a  sort  of  self  sat- 
1  isfaction  from  their  seeming  to  rise 
tow'ards  the  great,  on  being  nearer 
‘  their  level,  from  having  brought 
I  them  down.  The  delight  arising 
■  from  the  consciousness  of  having 
dragged  to  light  some  hitherto  un- 
I  known  foible  in  an  eminent  charac- 
!  ter,  seems  in  some  men  so  great,  as 
j  to  make  the  satyrist  doubt,  whether 
I  the  pleasures  of  innocence  are  not 
I  exceeded  by  the  joys  of  malignity. 

'  ''Che  defects  of  great  men,  says 

•  Swift,  are  the  consolation  of  the 

•  dunces.  Petulance  is  glad  to  find 
equanimity  off  its  guard,  and  dul* 
ness  rejoiced  to  catch  genius  nod¬ 
ding.  This  is  all  natural,  and  in 
answer  to  the  remark  of  the  Dean, 
to  deprive  dunces  cl  consolation, 
let  great  men  correct  their  defects. 
But  vigilance  is  sometimes  dis- 

,  appointed  of  its  prey,  and  is  tlicn 
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apt  to  seek  repose  in  detraction. 
I:  would  cast  the  shade  it  cannot 
rind.  Railing,  says  Junius,  is  a  re¬ 
lief  to  the  mind.  What  begins  in 
jest,  ends  in  serious  aspersion. 
Some  amliguous  giving  out  in  a  large 
circle,  produces  inquiry  into  my 
load's  tricks »  The  inquiry  is  answer¬ 
ed  by  some  dark  hint  ;  suggestion 
follows  suggestion  ;  suspicion  be¬ 
gets  suspicion  ;  every  thing  doubt¬ 
ful  meets  from  prejudiced  minds 
the  worst  possible  construction,  till 
at  last  the  character  is  really  made  j 
to  look  black  as  night,  without  hav-  | 
ing  lost  the  least  particle  of  its 
original  whiteness.  Thus  may  rep¬ 
utation  be  blasted  by  that  slander, 
which  makes  the  meat  it  feeds  on. 

How  often  do  we  find  a  compet¬ 
itor  for  office,  anxious  to  suggest 
some  cause  of  disqualification  in  a 
rival  candidate,  busily  prying  into 
the  acquaintance  of  his  inmates, 
and  pressing  the  question  of  my 
lords  tricks,  That*s  vile,  as  Ham¬ 
let  says,  and  shows  a  most  pitiful 
ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it. 
No  man  can  justify,  on  any  con¬ 
sideration,  an  attempt  to  break  in 
upon  the  confidence  of  friendship, 
or  violate  the  privilege  of  the  do¬ 
mestic  sanctuary. 

But  in  studying  the  lives  of  men, 
and  in  forming  an  estimate  of 
their  general  character,  the  gentle¬ 
man  and  scholar  may  rightfully  be 
curious  in  the  investigation  of 
tricks.  Trivial  incidents  and  slight 
occurrences,  often  give  more  com¬ 
plete  clues  to  character  than  great 
exploits,  and  brilliant  achievements. 
It  is  his  minuteness  of  narration, 
that  has  made  Plutarch  the  prince 
of  biographers.  The  student  turns 
to  hlnj  as  authority,  when  he  wish¬ 
es  to  settle  the  reputation  of  an  an- 
tient,  and  finds  him  ready  to  answer 
his  questions  of  my  lords  tricksr- 


country.  Ihree  daughters  ar„ 
three  sons,  whom  he  had  by  h 
wife  Theresa,  w^ere  married,  a* 
inhabited  his  house  with  their  f 
spective  families.  Pierre,  at  the  a. 
vanced  age  of  eighty,  and  Thci; 
of  seventy-eight,  were  beloved  s 
respected  by  their  numerous  c’r 
dren,  whose  most  ardent  w! 
was  to  prolong  their  days, 
they  had  passed  a  life  of  sobi 
and  industry,  they  were  not  afPr 
ed  with  infirmities  in  their  f'' 
age  ;  contented  with  themseh 
happy,  and  proud  of  their  fani 
they  returned  thanks  to  God,  i 
blessed  their  children. 

One  night,  after  the  toils  of  ; 
harvest  w'ere  over,  the  good  PI- 
'riieresa,  and  their  family,  rept 
themselves,  seated  on  the  tuif  : 
fore  the  door  of  their  habitatl 
adm-ring  the  sublimity  of  a  f 
summer's  night,  w  hich  the  inli 
itants  of  cities  are  strangers  : 
“  See,”  said  the  old  man,  h 
the  skv  is  illumined  with  brilli.; 
stars.  The  moon,  hid  behind  th 
poplars,  sheds  a  pale  and  treinbl’ 
light.  The  wind  has  ceased 
blow,  and  the  tranquil  trees  so 
to  respect  the  slumber  of  : 
bi.’-ds.  The  linnet  rests  its  h 
within  its  w’ing.  The  turtle 
reposes  w’ith  his  mate  in  the  irn 
1  of  their  young:  ones,  who  h: 
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e  always  virtuous,  and  happiness 
dwi'^ill  attend  yoiir<  steps  !  For  sixty 
e  m  your  mother  and  I  have  en- 
)f  twed  peace  and  felicity,  but  may 
.  g,  jjQne  of  you  purchase  it  at  so  dear 
)y  iJa  pnce.” 

gj  At  these  words  some  tears  fell  on 
?ir  old  man’s  cheeks.  Louisa,  one 
his  grand-daughters,  who  was 
'here  ibout  twelve  years  old,  ran  and 
?d  s  lisscd  him.  “  Grandfather,”  said 
ts  miicli  pleas- 

t  wi  U> when  you  tell  us  some  pretty 
s.  \  i 'ty  •  how  much  we  should 

jbrie  ijoy  the  relation  of  your  own  ! 
afflic  it  i*  late,  the  night  is  fine,  and 
ir  c;  a-  body  w^ishes  to  sleep.”  All 
iseL  Ferre’s  fimily  joined  their  entreat- 
fanii'&'j^nd  formed  a  circle  round  him. 
d,  kfjTJ’.Ll  ^rtted  Kt  TTS  rcet,  j 

fg;.d  commanded  silence.  Each 
of  ;ff]<)ther  took  on  her  lap  the  child 
l’iti:JVhose  cries  might  have  caused  an 
rcp('s(  literruption  ;  all  remained  listen- 
inf  i  'irg  ;  and  the  good  old  man,  cares- 
•itatk^  g  w*ith  one  hand  Louisa,  and 
a  f-.  flth  the  other  pressing  that  of  his 
?  inh?’^f!fei  thus  began  his  history  : 

;crs  >  Many  years  have  pasted  away 
“  hnji  .ce  I  was  eighteen,  and  'rheresa 
uil1i<i'ixU‘en.  She  was  the  only  daiigh- 
id  tht^r  of  .iAiniai ,  one  of  the  wealthiest 
inhliiiirniers  of  this  country.  I  was 
ased  -tr  e  of  the  poorest  peasants  cf  i!ie 
?s  s{T  Tillage,  which  I  only  bec^ime  ctm- 
nf  i  Kious  of  when  I  fell  in  love  w  itli 
its  he  Tliercsa.  1  exerted  all  my  efiorts 
tie  do'<D  extinguish  a  passion  that  could 
le  mi-4'it  make  me  unliappy,  as  I  was 
o  h?^tiy  confident  that  my  poveriv 
in  ti-^ltould  be  an  invincible  obstacle  to 
roforary  union  with  Theresa  ;  and  that 
a  plci  Fought  to  renounce  her,  or  seek 
rikes'some  means  of  enriching  myself, 
lie  c=fi)r  that  I  must  have  left  the  vil- 
watc^jige  where  'Theresa  lived  ;  this'ef* 
in  slc-|[)ri  was  too  much,  and  I  preferred 
nd  fe  Offering  myself  as  a  servant  to  her 
hildir^rher. 


He  received  me  ;  you  may  judge 
with  w'hat  alacrity  I  laboured.  ’I 
soon  became  the  friend  of  Aimar, 
and  1  still  sooner  gained  the  friend- 
siiip  of  his  daughter.  You,  iny 
children,  whohave  all  marriedfrom 
affection,  know  how  those  who  love, 
delight  in  seeking  each  other,  and 
what  we  feel  when  once  the  heart 
is  given.  Theresa  loved  as  much 
as  she  was  beloved,  I  thought  of 
nothing  but  Theresa  ;  I  lived  near 
her,  I  saw  her  every  day,  and  I 
thought  this  happiness  would  last 
for  ever. 

But  1  was  soon  undeceived  ; — a 
rich  farmer  came  from  a  neigh¬ 
bouring  village  to  ask  Theresa  in 
marriage.  Aimar 

nc::!?  cf  Iilm  who  wished  to  be  liis 
son-in-law,  and  after  having  exphor- 
cJ  his  possession'--,  decided  that  this 
mar.  suited  his  daughter,  and  the 
marriage  was  fixed. 

Oui  teafs  were  of  no  avail.  The 
indexible  Aimar  told  Theresa,  that 
her  gloominess  displeased  him,  and 
she  wa>  compelled  to  ccnceai  licr 
tears.  'The  fatal  day  approat lied  ; 
we  had  lost  ail  hope  ;  'I’heresa  was 
about  to  become  the  wife  of  a  Tr:an 
she  detested.  She  was  certain  ic 
would  cause  her  death,  I  was  de¬ 
termined  not  to  survive  her  ;  flight 
was  the  only  alternative  ;  we  left 
Aimax’s  house,  but  heaven  severe¬ 
ly  punished  us. 

Theresa  and  I  left  the  village  in 
the  middle  cf  the  night  ;  she 
mounted  on  a  little  horse,  that  had 
been  given  her  by  lier  uneje,  and 
which  I  decidedshe  might  takewith 
her,  as  it  did  not  belong  to  her  fa¬ 
ther.  A  bundle  of  clothes,  some 
provisions,  and  a  small  sum  of 
money,  the  savings  of  'Tiiercsa, 
composed  the  whole  of  cur  fortune. 
Having  robbed  Aimar  of  his  child, 
1  scrupled  to  take  any  thing  from 
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his  house  thus  youth  makes  vir¬ 
tues  of  her  own. 

We  travelled  all  night.  In  the 
morning  v^e  found  ourselves  on  the 
frontiers  of  Bohemia  ;  being  out  qf 
the  reach  of  pursuit,  we  stopped  in 
a  valley,  by  the  side  of  one  of  those 
little  rivulets  which  lovers  are  so 
fond  of.  Theresa  descended  from 
her  horse,  and  we  seated  ourselves 
on  the  grass.  •  We  made  a  frugal 
but  delicious  repast,  after  which  we 
occupied  ourselves  in  considering 
what  we  should  do. 

After  a  long  conversation,  and 
having  counted jour  money  more 
than  twenty  limes  over,  and  estim¬ 
ated  our  l>or?e  at  its  highest  value, 
—'V  ^.ia'overcd  ths^t  all  cur  riches 


I 


were  not  worth  more  than  tweiic; 
ducats.  Twenty  ducats  could  not  ! 
long  support  us.  We  at  last  decid¬ 
ed  to  go  to  some  large  town,  where, 
if  pursued,  we  should  be  less  easily 
discovered,  and  to  get  married  as 
soon  hs  possible.  After  these  wise 
icsoluiicus  we  took  the  road  to 
iigr.i. 

On  our  arrival  wc  entered  the 
fust  church  and  were  married.  We 
gave  the  priest  the  half  of  our  trea¬ 
sure,  and  never  was  money  spent 
with  a  better  heart ;  it  seemed  as 
though  all  our  troubles  were  at  an 
end,  and  we  had  nothing  more  to 
fear  ;  all  went  on  very  well  for 
about  eight  days. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  our  liorsc 
wa^?  sold,  and  at  the  expiration  of  a 
month  we  had  nothing  remaining. 
What  wfiis  to  be  done  ?  What  was 
to  become  of  us  ?  I  only  knew  the 
rustic  labours  of  the  field  ;  and  the 
inhabitants  of  great  cities  lay  little 
store  by  the  art  which  gives  them 
bread  !  Theresa  was  as  unskilful  as 
myself ;  she  suffered,  she  trembled 
for  the  future,  and  we  mutually  en¬ 
deavoured  to  conceal  our  internal 
feelings  from  each  other.  At  last, 


having  no  other  lesoiirce,  1  enliste 
in  a  regiment  of  cavalry,  which 
in  garrison  at  Egra.  The  bounty  1 
received  was  given  to  There 
who  took  it  with  tears. 

My  pay  was  sufficient  for  m 
support,  and  the  little  works  dor.| 
by  llieresa  (for  necessity  had  Ir 
structedher),  gave  her  the  mc;ir 
of  subsistence.  A  child  came  t  iit 
bind  faster  the  lies  of  love.  It  Ijc 
you,  my  dear  Gertrude  !  we  h  c; 
ed  on  you,  and  thought  you  woui 
be  the  comfort  of  our  latter  day 
At  the  birth  of  each  of  our  chilJri.  gi 
we  have  said  the  s.imc,  and  nev.  i 
have  been  deceived.  You  wti-  Ei] 
sent  to  nurse,  as  my  wife  could  r.  Jr 
suckle  you  ;  she  passed  the  da  fti 
kiii**  of  viiur  ciaule*  while !  d  i 

by  the  most  exact  observance 
my  duty,  endeavoured  to  acqui:  P* 
the  esteem  and  friendship  of  my  f :  ' 

ficers. 

Ercderic,  my  Captain,  a  yo j 
man  of  twenty,  was  distinguish  ^1 
fror^i  the  other  officers  hy  his  miK;^^ 
I  ness  and  handsome  fieure.  He 
i  shewed  me  marks  of  friendship,  iu  i 

■  IMf 

I  related  to  him  our  adventures,, 


he  saw  Theresa,  and  was  interest*  , 
in  our  fate  ;  every  day  he  promi  - 
to  intercede  v/ith  Almar  for  us** 
and  as  I  depended  entirely 
him,  he  had  given  me  his  wor^ 
that  he  w’ould  restore  me  my  hber^ 
ty  as  soon  as  he  had  appeased  m 
father-in-law.  Frcderichad  alrea.;^^ 
wTittcn  to  our  village,  but  had 
tcived  no  answer. 


T'inie  glided  away  ;  my  you.; 
Captain  still  manifested 
friendship  for  us  ;  Theresa,  howe^^ 
er,  became  every  day  more  melar^ 
choly,  and  wffien  I  asked  the  ’ 
she  spoke  of  her  father,  and  alwa^^  . 
endeavoured  to  cliange  the  convc:  1 
sation.  1  was  far.  from  suspect-^ 
ing  Frederic  to  be  the  cause  of  he  j 
grief.. 
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.  This  young  man,  in  all  the  ar- 
our  of  twenty,  had  seen  I'heresa 
ith  the  eyes  of  love,  and  his  pas¬ 
sion  conquered  his  virtue*.  He  was 
f^ell  acquainted  w’ith  our  distresses, 
nivl^nd  knowing  how  much  w'e  stood 


ii|ji  need  of  his  assistance,  dared  to 


i  ir  Iguike  dishonourable  proposals  to 
wife ;  she  rejected  them  with 
>e  t  gidlgnatlon,  but  conscious  of  my 
t  w  fiolent  and  jealous  disposition,  kept 
I'Cv  diis  fatal  secret  from  me,  while  I, 


/oul 


tt'O  credulous,  praised  every  day 


day  dic  generous  friendship  of  my  Cap 

Idrc". 

aevi  I  One  day,  as  I  was  returning 
I’  j^me,  I  perceived  Ainiar  before 


Wi 


ce 


quir 

nyot 


d  i.q  »c* ;  judge  of  my  surprise  !  “  I  have 
:  drf^imd  you  then,  vile  ravisher,”  ex- 
iilel,  4jlnic*d  he,  “  restore  me  my  daiigh- 
iar,  give  me  back  ipe  happiness 
ycu  tore  from  me,  in  return  for  my 
friinJship,**  1  fell  on  my  knees 
btlore  him,  and  patiently  allowed 
first  burst  of  his  anger  to  pass, 
tears  appeased  him,  and  he 
jj^<©nsenteJ  to  listen  to  me.  “  I  do 
[e  }  ;  to  justify  myself,’’  said  I, 

®  the  harm  is  done  ;  Theresa  is  my 
my  life  is  in  your  hands,  pun- 
me,  but  spare  your  child — your 
•  oily  child  ;  do  not. dishonour  her. 
ba  band,  do  not  make  her  die  with 


)r  us 


up 

W( 

>  lib 

cd  m 


gTch  Torgfct  me,  and  only  think 
of*  her.”  In  saying  these  words. 


cad  of  conducting  him  to  Ther- 


1  led  him  to  the  habitation  of 
nurse,  my  cliild. — Come,  add- 
lad*  u  come  and  see  another  who  also 
Splores  your  pity  I 

were  sleeping  in  your  cra- 
yoii.  Gertrude  !  your  fair  face  ex- 
aisled  innocence  and  health.  Ai- 


looked  at  you,  his  eyes  filled 
J  Hih  tears,  I  took  you  in  my  aims, 
rca.o  ^  presented  you  to  him.  Here 


alwaj  your  daughter,  said  1 ;  you 
°  ^  ‘likened,  and,  as  if  inspired  by 

USPCC'__ _  .  _  1  r  •  — _ *1 


^of  ht**^^^*  instead  of  crying  you  smiU 
ia  and  extended  your  little  arms 
T  T  2 


towards  the  old  Aimar,  you  seized 
his  silver  locks,  and,  ||>proached 
your  face  to  his.  The  old  man 
covered  you  with  kisses',  pressed 
me  to  his  heart,  and,  still  holding 
you  in  his  iU’ms,  exclaimed,  “come, 
my  son,  let  us  seek  Theresa.”  You 
may  judge,  my  children,  with 
w’hat  joy  I  conducted  him  to  our  . 
house. 

During  the  way  I  thought  that 
the  sudden  appearance  of  her  fath¬ 
er  might  loo  much  affect  Theres.a. 
With  the  intention  of  apprising 
her,  1  ran  before  Aimar.  I  open¬ 
ed  the  door,  and  beheld  Frederic 
on  his  knees  before  Theresa,  who 
was  obliged  to  use  force  to  disen¬ 
gage  herself  from  his  passionate 
grasp  !  scarce  had  this  spectacle 
struck  my  eye,  than  my  sword  was 
plunged  into  the  bosom  cf  my 
Captain,  and  he  fell  bathed  in  his 
blood !  his  cries  alarmed  the 
neighbours,  the  guard  arrived,  my 
sword  still  reeked  with  blood,  I 
was  seized,  and  the.  unhappy  Ai¬ 
mar  arrived  with  the  crowd  to  see 
hia  son-in-law  loaded  with  irons. 

I  embraced  him,  and  recommend¬ 
ed  to  his  care  my  child  and  wife, 
who  had  fallen  senseless,  I  kissed 
you,  my  Gertrude,  and  followed 
my  comrades,  vvho'conducted  me 
to  a  cell. 

There  I  remained  two  days  and 
three  nights  in  a  state  which  you 
may  easily  conceive.  Ignorant  of 
what  had  passed,  knowing  noth¬ 
ing  of  the  fate  of  Theresa,  I  only 
saw  my  jailor,  who  answered  ati 
my  questions,  by  assuring  me 
that  1  could  not  remain  long  with¬ 
out  being  condemned. 

The  tliird  day,  the  doors  were 
opened  ;  I  was  deTired  to  leave  the 
prison  ;  a  detachment  awaited  me 
at  the  door ;  I  was  surrounded,  and 
conducted  to  the  square  where  w’e 
used  to  be  exercised.  At  ^  dis- 


1^ 

Is 
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tance  I  perceived  tl\e  regiment  \  his  possessions,  and  where  There 
approaching.  I  saw  the  terrible  j  and  I  will  finish  our  days  in  peac 
instrument  of  death.  The  idea  j  and  happiness,  surrounded  by  ot 
of  having  arrived  at  the  height  of 
misery  restored  me  my  courage  ; 
with  a  convulsive  energy  I  quick- 


children. 

All  Pierre’s  family  had  press^ 
around  him  during  the  recital,  h*  i 
cned  my  steps ;  my  tongue  uncon-  [  had  ceased  speaking,  and  they  siM 
sciously  pronounced  the  name  of  |  continued  to  listen,  while  tears  bjJ 
Theresa,  1  sought  her  with  my  ;  dewed  their  cheeks.  “  Be  comfonf 
eyes,  and  regretted  her  absence  ;  at 
last  I  arrived  at  the  fatal  spot. 

My  sentence  was  read,  1  was 
given  into  the  hands  of  the  execu¬ 


tioner;  I  expected  the  mortal  blow, 
when  piercing  shrieks  suspended 
my  fate.  I  looked,  and  saw’  a  spec¬ 
tre,  half- naked,  pale  and  bloody, 
exerting  all  his  efforts  to  press 
through  the  soldiers  by  which  I 
was  surrounded.  It  was  Frederic  ! 
“  My  friends,**  cried  he,  “  ’tis  I 
that  am  guilty  !  *iis  I  that  desci  v- 
ed  death  !  My  friends,  forgive  the 
innocent.  I  wished  to  seduce  his 
wife,  he  pitnislicd  me,  he  w  as  just : 
you  are  monsters  if  you  dare  take 
away  his  Itfe  1**  The  Colonel  ran 
to  Frederic, 


:  ed,’*  said  the  good  old  ma 
j  “Heaven  has  repaid  all  my  trouhij 
with  your  love.**  In  saying  the* 
words  he  embraced  them,  and 
the  family  retired  to  rest. 


THE  MEDLEr. 


^  Jucundum  nihil  est,  quod  non  refi: 
varietas.” 


OHIGINAZ  AND  SELECTEDA 


H  Y  POCHONDRIACS. 

MONTAGNE*S  advice  to 
hypochondriacal  friend,  is  appli 
ble  to  many  among  his  poster i 
“  Cict  your  physician  to  order  ) 
tried  to  tranquillze  |  a  medicine  f()r  your  head  ;  it 


‘  him,  and  shewed  him  the  law  by 
which  I  had  been  condemned,  for  I 
hjiying  raised  my  hand  against  my 
o&cer.  “  I  was  no  longer  his  of¬ 
ficer,**  cried  Frederic,  “  I  had  giv¬ 
en  him  his  freedom  ;  here  is  his 
dismissal,  signed  the  day  previous 
to  this  unfortunate  catastrophe,  he 
is  not  subject  to  your  laws.**  The 
astonished  officers  assembled ; 
Frederic  and  humanity  defended 
my  rights;  I  was  re-conducted  to 
prison ;  Frederic  wrote  to  the 
minister  ;  accused  Ifimselfj  and  ob-. 
tained.my  pardon, 

Aimar,  Theresa,  and  1  threw 
ourserves  at  the  feet  of  my  deliver¬ 
er,  who  confirmed  the  gift  of  ray 
lil>eri7,  and  wfished  to  add  money, 
which  we  refused.  We  returned 
to  this  village,  w’here  the  death  of 
Aimar  has  kfc  me  sole  master  of 


do  you  moie  service  there,  ti 
when  applied  to  the.  siomach. 

Cardan  wrote  over  tlie  door^f 
his  library  these  woids,.“  Tenrsi  .# 
ager  meus.’*  Time  is  my 
T  his  idea  is  thus  dilated  by 
learned  Sc  niter,  who  inscribed  ('* 
the  door  of  his  study  : 

Amice,  quisquis  hue  venis,.  t 
Aut  agita  paucis,  aut  abi, 

Aut  me  lalx>rantem  adjuva  ! 

Which  we  thus  render  in  Engl*: 

Friend,  whosee’er  dost  hither  sir-^ 

Either  be  brief,  or  pass  away,- 

Ur  aid  my  labour  of  to-day  !  L 

•  11 

When  Mureius  was  taken  ill 
the  road  from  Paris  to  Lyon^l^ 
was  carried  to  the  hospital,  and| 
physicians  that  attended  him, 
case  being  a  new  one,  and  hss 
jHrarance  not  much  in  his  fi 
thought  him  a  fit  subject 
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herc’  ^Koxperlment.  “  We  may  well  ven- 1  ^  I>o  not,  dear  Sir,  thus  call  my  aunt! 
ptar  Jlture  to  try  an  experiment  on  the  :  She  too  much  likes  AKwa/tZ/y. 

jy  oif^'ody  of  so  mean 'a  man/'  said  the  - 

'  doctors  one  to  the  other  in  Latin,  socrates. 

>rcsit  ’ipprehending  they  were  talking  in  Socrates  has  often  been  quoted 
il.  Hi  ^>11  unknown  tongue.  “  Mean,”  a,  an  instance  to  show,  that  unas- 
ey  J'l  ^i  Replied  the  sick  man  in  the  same  sisted  reason  believed  in  the  immor* 
ars  bt.  language,  to  their  utter  astohish-  t:dity  of  the  soul,  and  the  existence 
imfr  pent  t  “  dare  you  call  any  man  of  one  God.  Yet  the  death  of  this 
ir,s-  ^■i.  an,  for  whom  the  Saviour  of  the  philosopher  evinces  the  faith  of  the 
troub  (L-orld  thought  it  not  beneath  him  Heathen.  His  last  words  were, 
g  thf.  lo  die  ?”  So  elegant  was  Muretus’  <•  J-ov/e  a  cock  to  ylesculapuu.” 

and  ^.atinity,  that  he  imposed  upon  _ 

^caliger  tome  Latin,  lines,  vwitten  Henry,  Due  de  Montmorency. 


Socrates  has  often  been  quoted 
as  an  instance  to  show,  that  imas— 


of  one  God.  Yet  the  death  of  this 
philosopher  evinces  the  faith  of  the- 
Heathen.  His  last  words  were, 
“  I- owe  a  cock  to  ylesculaputs'* 


.caligcr  some  l^atin.  lines,  written  Henry,  Due  de  Montmorency, 
)y  himself,  as  a  fragment  of  ler-  at  the  battle  of  Castelnaudari,  rc- 

ceived  seventeen  wounds  His 
”  surgeon  offered  to  dress  them. 

“  Oh  no,  my  good  friend,"  said  he. 
Nothing  disgusts  more  than  a  «» one  more  will  soon  cure  them 
wretched  F.pitaph.  The  balder-  -all." 


J|  epitaphs. 

Nothing  disgusts  more  than  a 
tretched  F.pitaph.  The  balder- 
b  i^h  that  defaces  most  of  our  tomb- 
riOiits  in  the  shape  of  numbers,  in- 
Me.id  ot  exciting  serious  reflections, 
e  to(|e;  tlly  provokes  the  smile  of  deris- 
appli^^  "n=  This  is  a  sort.cf  persecution 
ofid  the  grave, -tVom  which  ev- 
rder  classic  Christian  prays  to  be 

;  it  V  i  ived.  The  elegant  Passerat,  who 


PEACE  AND  GLORY. 

Where  is  now  the  smile,  that  lighten’d 
Every  Hero’s  couch  cl  rest  ? 

Where  is  now  the  hope,  that  brighten’d 
Honour's  eye  and  pity’s  breast  } 

Have  we  lost  the  wreath  we  braided. 

For  our  weary  warrior  men  ? 


‘re,  tl#<>iirishcd  in  the  reign  of  Henry  Is  the  faithless  olive  faded  ? 
Ch.  tbo  3d  of  Fiance,  to  secure  him- 
j  doorf-  against  lliis  kind  of  mortijica* 

Tfir  after  deatbi  wrote  an  epitaph 

ly  es^-^^ rueidy  of  an  intimation, 

I  by  |hat  his  bones  may  rest  in  peace, 
ibedi  Ic't  them  be  unincumbered 

V'lth  vile  verses. 

Miis,.  mulliter.  ossa  quiescent, 

ibi,  modo  carminibus  non  unerata  mails 

P  M.  deNoailles  was  in  love  with 
i  Engl^  tlio  aunt  of  Henry  the  4th,  and 
acr  sir^^  ".rote,  one  day  on  her  chamber 
y»  ^’window, 

*  ip  Kill  bonheur  me  contente, 

ken  ill  ■  Absent  de  ma  Divinitc. 

Lyoii  To  me  no  bliss  can  give  content 

al,  aiiilfe  Absent  from  my  D'minity, 

1  hiiihf|6^ei»ry  seeing  the  lines  soon  after, 


Teir 
ly  es^-^ 


juva!  P 

l  Engl^ 

acr  sir^^ 


ken  ill 
Lyon  > 
al,  aiidfe 


nd  his  I 
his  t 
ject 


rote  under  them. 

N’appellez  pas  ainsi  ma  TanteL 
EUe  aime  trop  Chumamtu 


Must  the  bay  be  r lucked  again  ? 
Passing  hour,  of  sunny  weather, 

Lovely  in  your  light  awhile. 

Peace  and  glory  wed  together. 
Wander’d  through  the.  blessed  isle. 
And  the  eves  of  peace  would  glisten. 
Dewy  as  the  morning  sun. 

When  the  timid  maid  would  listen. 

To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

Is  the  hour  of  dalliance  over  ? 

Must  the  maiden’s  trembling  feci 
Waft  her  from  her  warlike  lover 
To  the  desert’s  still  retreat  ? 

Fare  you  well  Y  with  sighs  we  banish 
Nymph  so  fair  and  guest  so  bright ; 
Yet  the  smile,  with  which  you  vanish. 
Leaves  behind  a  soothing  light  : 
Soothing  light !  that  long  shall  sparklr 
O’er.your  warrior’s  sanguine  way, 
Through  the  field  where  horrors  darkle. 
Shedding  hope's  consoling  ray  ! 

Long  the  smile  his  heart  will  clierish, 
To  its  absent  idol  true. 

While  around  him  myriads  perish, 
Glory  still  will  »»gh  for  you  i 
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Most  merif  says  M.  Chamfort,  are 
slaves f  because  they  cannot  pronounce 
the  monosyllable  “  Noy*  and  are  una¬ 
ble  to  live  alone. 

Voltaire  had  a  tragedy  and  ship, 
each  called  Brutus.  The  tragedy 
was  damned,  and  the  ship  made  a 
good  voyage.  “  Well,**  said  the 
wit,  “  one  Brutus  made  amends 
for  the  other.’* 

In  the  time  of  the  Fronde  at  Par¬ 
is,  a  man  presented  a  dagger  to  the 
breast  of  Mole,  menacing  instant 
death  unless  he  ra)nsented  in  parlia¬ 
ment  to  some  proposed  decree  which 
he  thought  prejudicial.  “  Know, 
my  friend,**  said  Mole,  looking 
sternly  at  him,  “  the  distance  is  in-  1 
finite  from  the  dagger  of  an  assassin 
to  the  heart  of  an  honest  man.** 

A  person  of  quality  one  day 
showed  Poussin  a  picture,  done  by 
himself.  “  Signior,”  said  Poussin, 

“  you  only  want  a  little  poverty  to 
make  you  a  good  painter.** 

DUELLING. 

The  following  story  is  told  by 
Dr.  Sandilands,  in  ridicule  of  duels. 
Col.  Guise,  going  over  one  cam¬ 
paign  lo  Flanders, observed  a  young  ! 
raw  ofiicer,  who  was  in  the  same  * 
vessel  with  him,  and  with  his  usu-  1 
al  humanity,  told  him  that  he  ' 


from  him.  It  is  all  one  for  thar  Pc 
they  said,  in  these  cases.  The  Co!,  ^  - 
was  the  fittest  man  in  the  world; 
every  man  knew  his  bravery.i^f 
Soon  afterwards  up  comes  the  * 
young  ofiicer  to  Col.  Guise,  as  he**, 
was  walking  up  and  dowm  in  tb  A 
coffee-house,  and  begins  in  a  hesi. 
tating  manner  to  tell  him  hov 
much  obliged  he  had  been  to  him, 
and  how  sensible  he  was  of  his  ob  ^ 
ligation.  Sir,  replied  Col.  Guise  S: 
1  have  done  my  duty  to  you  and  r 
more.  “  But,  Colonel,**  added  tl  ^ 
young  officer,  “  I  am  told  that  !  If 
must  fight  some  gentleman  c: 
known  resolution, and  who  has  hi/l  ^ 
several  persons^  and  that  nobody — ’ 

“  Oh  Sir,  replied  the  Col.  “  You  ^ 
friends  do  me  too  much  honor 
but  there  is  agentlem.an,  (pointin.  . 
to  a  huge,  fieice-looking,  black  ^ 
low”,  that  was  sitting  at  one  of  th 
tables)  who  has  kilied  half  the  re, 
meat.  So  up  goes  the  officer  to  hir: 
and  tells  him,  he  is  well  inforri!* 
of  his  bravery,  and  for  that  rea 
on,  he  must  fight  him.  “  Who 
/Sir?**  replied  the  gentleman:^ 
“  why  I  am  Peale  the  Apothecary'^ 


A  man  of  very  delicate  health 
but  of  great  strength  of  charact*" 
used  to  say  of  himself,  I  am  .. 
well  the  reeiy  that  bends  and  nt\  n  * 
breaks y  as  the  oak  that  breaks  and  nci-^ 
er  bends  ;  HOMO  interior  TOTU;  2 


would  take  care  of  him,  and  con¬ 
duct  him  to  Antwerp,  whither  they 
were  both  going,  which  he  accord¬ 
ingly  did,  and  then  took  leave  of 
him.  The  young  fellow  was  soon 
told  by  some  wags,  whom  he  hap¬ 
pened  to  meet,  that  he  must  sig¬ 
nalize  himself  by  fighting  some 
man  of  known  courage,  or  else  he 
would  soon  be  despised  in  the  regi¬ 
ment.  The  young  man  said  he 
knew  no  one  but  Col.  Guise,  and 
he  had  received  great  obligations 


NERVU3. 


The  minor  poems  of  Dr. 
side,  are  fairly  entitled  to  ranifjy, 
with  The  Pleasures  of  the  ImagiL  | 
ation.  As  copies  are  rare  in  thi  ^ 

. ,  f-'  II  *11  rr _ ! 


1  country,  the  Emerald  will  afford. 


occasional  selections. 


ON  THE  USE  OF  POETRY. 


BY  AKENSIDE. 


*  NOT  for  themselves  did  human  kind 
!  Contrive  the  parts  by  heaven  assign’d 


On  life's  wide  scene  to  play ; 
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Co! 
)rld ! 


th^jHQorScipio’s  force,  nor  Cxsar’s  skill 


Cnii  conquer  g|ory’s  arduous  hill, 
If  fortune  close  the  way. 


'  t  f  still  the  self-depending  soul, 

loiigh  last  and  least  in  fortune’s  roll, 

‘  His  proper  sphere  commands ; 

IS  hei^nd  knows  what  future's  seal  bestow’d, 

1  thr  /li’.d  sees,  before  the  throne  of  God, 
hesi  which  he  stands, 

how  train’d  by  laws  the  future  age, 
hirr  rescu'd  nations  from  the  rage 
Of  partial, factious  power, 

S  '  iiv  heart  with  distant  homage  views; 
jUl^e.  ^ntent  if  thou,  celential  Muse, 
nd  t  i>idst  rule  my  natal  hour! 
sd  t! .  i^.t  far  beneath  the  hero’s  feet; 
hat  li'r  from  the  legislator's  seat 
.  Stands  far  remote  the  bard. 
tin  not  with  pubb'c  terrors  crown’d, 

\  ,  Bit  wider  shall  his  rule  l)e found. 

More  lasting  his  reward. 

You  L|curgus  fashion'd  Sparta’s  fame, 
onor  PomptV  tQ  the  Roman  name 
intin:  -  oave  universal  sway : 
ck  fei  H^.cie  are  they  .^—-Homer’s  reverend 
:)f  th.  j  Pagf 

^  j..  h  empire  tO  the  thirtieth  age, 
to  bin  4  tongues  and  dimes  obey- 

ornic  a  when  William's  acta  divine- 
'  ,  P  longer  sHall  from  Bourbon’s  line 

t  rt.av  I  one  vindictive  vow  ; 

WhoijU^n  Sidney  shall  with  Cato  rest, 

?in;in  :|||i  Russel  move  the  patriot’s  breast 
ary,**  f  !  Brutus  now  ; 

m  then  shall  Shakespear’s  powerful  art 

ica!th  ^  every  heart, 

a  Confirm  his  awful  throne  ; 
rac-  bow  before  his  laws  ; 

am  freedom’s,  glory’s,  virtue’s  cause, 
f  ne^cf  Their  dread  atsertor  own. 

\nd  - 


TOTU 


RUSSIAN  HONESTY. 


In  the  little  town  of  Oranien- 
Mrn  lives  a  woman,  bordering  on 
by  the  name  of  Christopho- 
>  a  native  of  Holstein.  A  lit- 

*  hut  is  her  sole  possession,  and 
I*  visits  of  a  few  shipmasters  com- 
jover  from  Cronstadt  to  go  to 
^rsburgh  by  land,  when  the 
jfri  does  not  serve  for  sailing  up, 
^ily  livelihood. 

*  VLTal  Dutch  skippers  having 
I  evening  supped  at  her  l.ouse, 

tneir  departure  she  found  a  seal- 


ly. 

kind 

’gnM 


ed  bag  of  money  under  the  table. 
Her  surprise  at  this  unexpected  dis¬ 
covery  was  naturally  very  great : 
some  one  of  the  company  just 
gone  must  certainly  have  forgotten 
it ;  hut  they  were  sailed  over  to 
Cronstradt  and  perhaps  at  sea,  the- 
wind  being  fair,  and  therefore  no 
hope  of  the  guests  returning.  The 
good  woman  put  up  the  bag  in 
her  cupboard  to  keep  it  till  called 
for.  However,  nobody  called  for 
it.  Full  seven  years  did  she  care¬ 
fully  keep  this  deposit,  often  tempt¬ 
ed  by  opportunities^  still  oftener 
pressed  by  w’ant  to  employ  this  gift 
of  chance.  Her  honesty,  however,, 
overcame  every  allurement  of  op- 
poilunity  and  every  command  of 
want.  Seven  years  had  elapsed 
when  some  shipmasVcrs  again  stop» 
ped  nt  nCr  house,  to  take  what  re¬ 
freshment  they  could  find.  Three 
oT  li'irni  vrerc  EnglisHOJCii*  tim 
fourth  a  Dutchman.  Conversing 
I  of  various  matters,  one  of  the  for¬ 
mer  asked  the  Dutchman  whether 
!  he  had  ever  before  been  at  Orani- 
enbaum — “  Yes,  sure  I  have*’  re¬ 
turned  he,  “  I  know  the  cursed 
phice  but  too  well ;  my  being  here 
once  cost  me  seven  hundred  ru¬ 
bles.”  How  so  “  Why,  in 
one  of  these  wretched  hovels  here 
I  once  got  rather  tipsy  and  left  be¬ 
hind  me  a  bag  of  rubles.” — “  Was^ 
the  bag  sealed  asked  old  Chris- 
tophoievna,  who  was  sitting  in  one 
corner  of  the  room,  and  had  been 
roused  to  attention  to  what  she  had 
heard. - “  Yes,  yes,  it  was  seal¬ 

ed,  and  with  this  very  seal  here  at 
my  watch-chain” — 'fhe  woman 
looked  at  the  seal  and  knew  it  di¬ 
rectly. — “  Well  then.”  said  she, 
“  by  that  you  may  be  able  to  re¬ 
cover  what  you  lost.” — “  Recover 
it,  mother !  no,  I  am  rather  too 
old  to  expect  that.  Tlie  world  is^ 
not  quite  £o  holiest  as  that  comes 
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to.  Besides,  consider  it  is  now  sev¬ 
en  years  since. — 1  wish  I  had  not 
mentioned  it ;  it  always  makes  me 
melancholy.  Let  us  have  no  more 
of  it.  Give  me  another  tuinbler 
of  punch,  mother.” 

While  the*  four  gentlemen  were 
engaged  in  drowning  the  remem¬ 
brance  of  the  doleful  accident  in 
punch,  the  good  woman  had  slipt : 
out,  and  was  now  waddling  in  ' 
with  her  bag. — “  See  here,  perhaps  ; 
you  may  be  convinced  that  honesty  , 
is  not  so  rare  as  you  imagined,” said 
she,  putting  the  bag  upon  the  table,  j 

The  guests  were  dumb  with  as- 1 
tonlshment  :  and,  cn  recollecting 
themselves,  the  reader  may  repre- 
sciit  to  himself  their  several  ex  pres- ^ 
sions  of  commendation  and  grati- 1 
tucie.  ixn\7  C.;p:.iins  were  all ' 

rather  stricken  in  years,  and  Tiad 
navigated  the  seas  from  Japan  to 
Newroundfand,  and  frorrt  the  Cape  j 
of  Good  Hope  to  Archangel ;  had 
had  dealings  with  black  and  brown 
faces,  with  woolly- haired  and  pow- 
dered  heads — therefore,  that  thtir 
amazement  was  so  great,  is  certain¬ 
ly  no  panegyric  on  our  times. 

Never  were  such  stronir  emotions 
excited  in  any  human  mind,  as  that 
of  the  Dutchman.  From  the  firm¬ 
est  persuasion  of  his  loss  to  the  com- 
pletest  certainty  of  its  recovery — 
the  transition  was  too  sudden  and 
too  great  not  to  set  every  fibre  of 
his  phlegmatic  body  in  vibration. 
One  look  at  the  honest  woman  to 
whom  he  w’as  indebted  for  this 
transport  of  joy,  brought  him  to 
himself.  A  sudden  impulse  of 
magnanimity  overpowered  him,  to 
which  all  other  sensations  reverent¬ 
ly  gave  way.  He  seized  the  bag, 
tore  open  the  seal,  took — one  ruble 
out,  and  laid  it  on  the  table,  with 
a  civil  thanksgiving  for  the  trouble 
hostess  had  had. 

ff  the  ustonibhment  of  ihc  other 


three  was  great  before,  it  was  now 
effaced  by  a  greater.  They  stood 
looking  at  one  another  for  a  min. 
ute  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

“  Damme,”  at  last  excl.aimed 
one  of  the  Englishmen,  striking 
his  fist  upon  the  table  ;  “  that  bag 
there,  my  lad,  you  shall  not  carry 
off  so.  Devil  fetch  me,  but  the  old 
woman  shall  have  it!” — His  two 
countrymen,  who  had  been  mute 
till  now,  added  their  hearty  concur, 
rence  to  his  proposal.  'The  Dutch, 
man  turned  pale,  but  endeavoured 
to  console  liimself  by  the  reiterated 
protestations  of  Christophorevna 
that  she  required  nothing  at  all, 
that  she  thought  she  had  done  no 
more  than  her  duty,  and  insisted 
that  the  Dutchman  should  eves 
oack  Ins  ruble.  However  tlit 
Britons  could  not  so  easily  b 
brought  to  strike  sail.  The  coc- 
versation  grow  warm  ;  oaths  fol¬ 
lowed  rapidly  on  each  other,  and 
the  fists  of  the  Englishmen  wcr. 
doubling  spontaneously,  and  a*:' 
tudes  formed  for  putting  an  tr: 
to  the  dispute  via  fucli ;  during  all 
which  the  Dutchman  was  strivir: 
to  get  the  corp.ij  delicti  into  his  cu: 
tody. 

After  a  long  debate,  conductei 
with  various  degrees  of  heat,  pc 
,  ceiving  no  possibility  of  success 
i  gainst  the  sturdy  arguments  like, 
j  to  be  advanced,  the  skipper  agrr. 

to  part  with  fifty  rubles.  The  li 
.  glishmeu  insisted  on  a  hundru 
■  This  proposal  seemed  to  the  Duu: 
man  so  unreasonable,  that  he  u 
dared  he  would  sooner  cncour’^ 
1  the  whole  weight  of  their  fists 
!  comply  with  it. 
j  “  Avast,  my  lads  !”  cried  t; 

,  captain  who  had  made  the  first/ 
I  tack  upon  the  Dutchman’s 
I  rosity.  “  1  have  somewhPT : 
I  say.  The  bag  does  not  btLi; 
’  to  us.  That  is  true  ;  but  a  13 
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will  never  stand  by  and  not  see  jus¬ 
tice  done  ;  and  by  h —  the  woman 
herehasacted  nobly,  and  ought  to  be 
rewarded.  Give  me  hold  the  bag. 
1  will  count  out  thehundred  rubles.*’ 
No  sooner  said  than  done.  The 
Dutchman,  thunderstruck  at  this 
summary  way  of  proceeding,  had 
not  time  to  recover  himself  before 
the  hundred  luhles  were  fairly 
counted  upon  the  table.  This 
brought  on  a  truce.  Wicre  hu- 
jninity,  gratitude,  generosity,  and 
English  fists  had  made  the  attack 
in  vain,  there  conquered — national 
pride.  The  Dutchman  insisted 
upon  it,  that  the  Britons  should 


let  him  treat  them  ;  and  in  per¬ 
fect  stoical  resignation  parted  with 
a  hundred  of  his  helcved,  long  la¬ 
mented,  and  lately  recovered  rubles, 
(^liirch's  Picture  of  Peter  slur gh.) 


ndl 


Vanity,  says  some  one,  makes  a 
man  exert  hii  talents  more  forci- 
ily,  than  he  otherwise  would  have 
ilone.  Give  a  dart  feathers  ;  It 
l<-comcs  an  arrow. 


im'ELUGENCE. 


DOMESTIC. 

A  new  and  very  useful  work  on  the 
te:{  ajjcmcni  of  children,  lias  been  re- 
leived  by  the  Rebecca,  just  arrived  from 
P^1  lomlon,  ano  wc  are  informed  fs  putting 
press  by  Mr.  James  Humphreys,  of 
cel}|  fhiladelphia.  It  h;is  been  received  in 
England  with  great  applause,  an(i.is  very 
fi  glily  spoken  of  in  the  Reviews.  It  is 
^titled,*'  Discourses  on  the  Management 
of  Infants,  and  the  treatment  of  their  Dis- 
f-'tscs;  written  in  a  plain  familiar  style, 
render  tlieiu  useful  to  all  mothers.  By 
Iin  Herdman,  m.  d.  member  of  the  roy- 
college  of  physicians,  London  ;  of  rhe 
■NJical  society,  Edinburgh — and  one  of 
e  physicians  of  thp  city  dispensary 

"jerite  to  reason  ;  Hence  ye  dealing  train 
.'i'jes  and  of  Hurtet  ignorant  ! 
greyy  in  error  positive 
n  in  freji^Jidy  vrhose  fatal  care 

death  attends y  or  a  life  worse  than  deaths 


F.  Nichols,  Philadelphia,  proposes  to 
publish  Elements  of  General  History,  an¬ 
cient  and  modern.  By  Alexander  Fraser 
Tytler,  8vo.  Price  to  subscribers,  2  dol¬ 
lars  *50  cents — Also,  Selections  from  the 
Spectator,  Tatler  and  Guardian.  By  Mrs. 
Barbauld,  3  vols.  1 2mo.  price  to  subscri¬ 
bers  2  dols.  75  cents. 

Cushing  and  Appleton,  Salem,  respect - 
I  fully  inform  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Facul- 
I  ty,  that  they  intend  shortly  to  publish 
I  the  two  following  W’orks,  viz — The  Anat^ 

I  cmy  of  the  Gravid  Uterus^  with  practical  in- 
I  ferences  relative  to  Pregnane \  and  l.a- 
i  hour.  By  John  Burns,  surgeon  in  Glas- 
;  gow  : — And  a  Practical  Treatise  on  va- 
!  rious  diseases  of  the  Abdominal  Visceia, 
j  By  C.  R.  Pemberton,  m  d. 

I  _ 

NOTICE. 

!  Oliver  and  Munroe  of  this  towm,  have 
I  issued  proposals  for  printing  by  subscrip- 
'  tion,  three  theological  tracts  of  great  val- 
t  ue.  The  History  of  the  Evidences,  and 
'I  he  I'rial  of  the  Witnesses  of  the  Resur¬ 
rection;  the  first  by  Gilbert  West,  and  the 
second  by  Dr.  Sherlock,  with  Remarks  on 
the  conversion  of  St.  Paul,  from  the  pen 
of  Lord  I.yttleton. 

The  productions  of  Gilbert  West, 

•  and  of  Dr.  Sherlock,  are  not  merely  use- 
j  fill  to ev’cry  candidate  for  sacred  honours, 

'  hut  are  dear  to  every  lover  of  literature, 

1  to  all  who  can  admire  reasoning  for  its 
[  cogency,  or  illustration  for  its  striking 
j  perspicuity  The  history  of  the  Eviden- 
j  ces  and  remarks  on  the  apostle’s  conver¬ 
sion,  it  is  well  known,  were  the  works  of 
j  two  friends,  who  about  the  same  period, 

I  volunteered  their  efforts  in  the  cause  of 
j  Christianity,  and  as  events  have  proved, 

I  tl’US  did  tbs  ai'orld  some  service.  "^I  here  is  21 
I  right  to  mention  private  friendship, 
which  has  given  posterity  sucli  cause  of 
i  grateful  remembrance.  Claude  Anet  repli¬ 
ed  to  Lord  Lyttleton  rather  from  vanity 
to  contend  with  so  distinguished  a  writer, 
than  from  any  hope  of  victory  in  the  con¬ 
test.  Alexander  could  be  draw-n  out 
when  kings  were  antagonists,  because  glo¬ 
ry  was  in  success,  and  scarcely  disgrace  in 
defeat.  The  conversion  of  Paul  is  pliced 
by  his  Lordship  in  such  strong  light,  with 
the  impediments  that  preceded,  the  pri¬ 
vations  and  disgrace  that  followed  it,  the 
reader  feels  obliged  to  admit,  that  it  could 
have  been  produced  by  nothing  short  of 
inspiration.  This  can  he  none  ether  than  the 
hand  cf  Heaven,  . 


I 
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STANZAS  TO  MATILDA., 


BT  WILLIAM  HOWARD. 


How  fair  is  the  morning  !  the  soft  gales 
are  blowing. 


A  mournful  adieu  !  the»c  enjoyments 
tatted ; 

Alas  !  my  fair  prospects  have 
away — 


And  Spring  with  fresh  verdure  enamels  waited  »  »  . 

The  streams  thro’  the  vale  in  still  mur-  'decay*  sinking 

..  r  Native  villaRe,  adieu!  O  what  p, 
And  the  blossoms  of  May  scatter  fra- 

„  -u-  Thv  haunts,  once  so  dear,  1  must-j 

Return,  O  Matilda  !  I  languish  in  sorrow  ;  o  mo  <»  •  ' 

How  long  shall  I  seek  thee,  and  seek  rp.  "  ♦  u  *  r  u  u 

,  i  ’  The  sweet  bud  of  hope  has  been  ni  -i 

thee  m  vam 

Its  blossom, 

Still  pining  in  sadness,  from  morrow  to  .  ,  .  ’  i  1  a 

^  o  ^  ’  And  peace  to  my  soul  nought  can  1 

morrow,  •  ^  ° 


OLlli  111  OAUiicaa,  iiwiii  iiivjiiuw  lu  aj 

r  B  ^  y  peace  to  my  soul  nought  can 

morrow,^  restore  •  ^  ° 

Till  you  haste  to  these  scenes  of  pact  ,  „•*  ,1  ^  r 

^  ,  *  When  at  length  the  green  turf  mv 

pleasure  again.  l  n  ®  " 

o  au  LMi  ■»!  ‘au  j  shall  cover. 

See  tb  ose  hills  crown  d  with  verdure  lh 


.  ^  I  If  by  chance  my  Matilda  should 

those  sweet-smiling  values,  1 

rp,  .  .  .  r  .u  r  wander  near, 

The  hut  peeping  forth  from  yon  I  .  ,  -n  •  l  1.  1 

, .  ,  I  Parhaps  she  will  sigh,  when  she  t 

thick-woven  trees  I  *  hi* 

Can  the  splendour  of  courts,  or  the  glare  I  .  *1  , 

/  ,  ^  .^nd  the  grave  of  Rosario  be- wet 

of  a  palace,  |  ^ 

AffordmyMatildasuchpleasureaslhese.^  •  ’  _ 

Thestre»ms  which  along  the  rich  meadow  '  r,.^ 

1  X  \J  1  xi ft.  01^ /V  I  » 

meander,  > 

n  -a.  t  a*  I  BV  TKC  AUrKOROFTlIE  FLEAKR 

The  flowers,  wnose  gay  beauties  cm- 

I  II-  I  aL  1  •  MEMORY. 

AKi  1  fh**  *  f  »»  ♦  When  by  the  greenwood  side  at 

JVh!  do  they  not  tell  thee  no  farther  to  ^  * 

<  mer  eve, 

wander,  a-  •  •  1.  • 


on  her  lover, 

.^nd  the  grave  of  Rosario  be- wet 
a  tear.- 


TO  THK  GNAT. 

BT  TKL  AUTHOR  OE  THE  rLEAK'Rl 
MEMORY. 

“  When  by  the  greenwood  side  at  i 


wander  ■ 

„  ^  .  .  Poetic  visions  charm  my  closing  tBrr 

But  to  turn  to  these  scenes  of  thy  r  •  .1  a  i _  1 

childhood  again?  ^  And  Ja^^-sconca,  that  fancy  loi*,, 

How  oft  have  we  .tray’d  o’er  the  heights  sl.rft“r\vlld  notes  of  sweetest  1'^ 
*  ot  yon  mountain,  ,  .  MH 


-  I  slrelsY  • 

Or  wander’d,  at  eve,  thro’ the  shade  of  1  .t--  .1  •  ,  *  • 

,  *  Tis  thine  to  range  in  busy  quest  of 


the  grove  : 

Our  minds  were  as  pure  as  the  waves  of 
the  fountain. 


Thy  feathery  antlers  quivering 
delight. 


xw.  Brush  from  thy  lids  the  hues  of 

Our  souls  were  sincere,  and  our  lao-  .  ^ 


guage  was  love. 


away,  .  .  ,  B 

And  all  is  colitude,  and  all  is  nigWy' 


How  of.  have  we  rose,  e’er  the  dawn  of  j  _:,Ci:Tnow  .hy  wi;;dsi;af.Tre!^ 

-j  ,  ^  •  ».  Unsheaths  Its  terrors  in  the  sultn»i 

oIT  sHesl'*''  P**!'  # 


To  watch  her  first  beams,  yon  tall  sum¬ 
mit  adorning. 


Lifts  the  broad  shield,  and  point 
sparkling  spear. 


A  #1  i-K  k  •  I  *  I  r.1  •  r  11  1  Now  near  and  nearer  rush  thy  w 

And  the  bright  orb  of  day  in  full  splen-  ^ 


dor  arise. 

O  !  say,  are  these  moments  forgotten  for 
ever  ? 


wings. 

Thy  dragon-scales  still  wet  wit!; 
man  gore  : 


Doth  no  fond  remembrance  e’er  call  for  fling^l”**  horn  its  fearful 


♦TK^ia u  t  XT  I  j  1  !  — 1  wake  in  horror,  and  “  dare  j 

The  pangs  which  I  suffer,  O !  say,  do  they  more* 


Cause  the  tear  of  compassion  to  gicain 
ik  thine  eye  ?  ‘  1 
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